A     L ONDON     YEAR

. . . then the King ! He rides a big white, mettle-
some charger. He smiles. He raises his white-
gloved hand to his black bearskin. Over his scarlet
tunic is the blue ribbon of the Garter. On one side
of him is the Duke of Connaught, on the other
side is the Prince of Wales. A man in the crowd
springs to attention and shouts :

* Many happy returns, your Majesty !'

To a crisp clatter of hoofs comes the most gorgeous
cavalcade of the year ; the Duke of York in his Air
Force uniform ; Prince Henry in full-dress Hussar
uniform, his charger saddled over a leopard skin;
the military attaches of the foreign embassies and
legations, vivid alien uniforms, a Japanese Lancer,
a Belgian cavalryman, a Spanish uniform, and sky-
blue French.

They pass on down the incline to the Horse Guards
Parade, whence comes a rattle of musketry and a
sound of drums.

In the sudden flux of the crowd I find myself with
one of the Americans, and we share my binoculars.
Through them we see the ceremony, far off through
the trees, backed by the lovely grey and black build-
ings of the Horse Guards, with the Queen and Princess
Mary and the Duchess of York watching from a
canopied window.

The King on his white charger, on either side of
him a rank of horsemen and, on the parade ground,
company after company of Foot Guards ; the sun
over naked steel; the great blare of the massed
bands ; the slow march, the solemn Trooping the
Colour. Then the time changes. Qjuick march !
The troops pass the saluting base. First go the Life
Guards with the soft tum-tumming of the cavalry
drums and the tweedle of the fifes and wood wind,
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